went off without a hitch. The way he looked at me when other people were watching … it actually made me feel loved.
I knew that it wasn't real love. Bobby was a robot who went off and fought in nightmarish places when the neighbours thoughtand I pretended -that he was going on a business retreat.
Living a lie like that, with a husband who was not even a real man, initially I thought I' d be bothered. But when he was away, and I sat around with the other married women on the porch, the lie became the reality.
We're all living a lie in our own way, after all.
When Bobby came home in the winter, there would never be a scratch on him. The factory repaired him before they let him return, so that no one would see the cuts down his back, or bullet dents up and down his leg.
In this sense, I learned so much from Bobby. He would tell me stories, when we were alone, if I asked. "Bobby's Bedtime Tales, " I would jokingly call them. He laughed because he was programmed to laugh when I was laughing, but he didn't understand humour.
I was fascinated by the things he couldn't understand. Sometimes, I would even watch him sleep at night. Bobby always slept soundly, even though sleep was probably as foreign to him as gunfire was to me. How could I not love Bobby, even if he couldn't love me back? Bobby would always be the unrecognized hero of the country, the robot that carried out the tasks that humans did not have the stomach to perform. More years passed and, like clockwork on every December 15th, a taxi would pull up to the driveway, and Bobby would emerge with a big suitcase. He would pretend it was heavy as he lugged it into the house, but it was always empty when he opened it.
The routine was something I had come to accept, no matter how lonely I felt in the springtime, when I saw husbands helping their wives clean out the garage. It wasn't Bobby's strength that I missed. I could mow my own lawn. I could throw my own steaks on the grill. I could make my own repairs on the house.
It was his company I missed. I missed hearing the breathing of another person, before I drifted off to sleep.
Nevertheless, no matter how many times I whispered under my breath for him to come back, be it spring, summer or autumn, he never returned. I kept telling myself that it was nothing I could change. When I signed up for this, I signed up with the desire to help my country. Somewhere along the way, that desire began to fade just as the faces of my fairytale husbands faded.
One day, I was trimming the tree in the front yard, the one that was tall enough to brush the second-floor windows. The leaves provided a lot of shade in the summer, but it was now autumn, and time for the branches to go.
I climbed to the top of the tree and reached out to clip off a branch. Somehow, my foot slipped, and before I knew it, the grass was zooming towards me.
I stuck out my hands to break the fall, but I ended up knocking into something else before hitting the ground.
Gasping, I blinked and looked up at the man whose arms in which I was cradled.
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